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ing as only Italian families do at such moments, the padrone
was grave and cherishing, our waiter smart and solicitous,
and the fame of Orvieto's vintage having reached even us,
we ordered a mezzo bottiglia.
Cobwebby and dusty outside, within the wine was as poeti-
cally yellow and fragrant as it had been said to be; it lent
luster to the frittura mista which the waiter soon set, smoking
hot, before us-we owed that frittura to little Fucecchio.
The nice Italians at tables near us, though sparkling with
vitality and evening spirits, also with a wine redder than
that of Orvieto, were polite and scarcely stared. And we
had come tramping in in our tweeds! Orvieto was very cos-
mopolitan ... or else just small enough to be sweet; we
said as much to a gratified padrone, then wandered out into
the cool romantic lanes.
It was nearly ten already; we took one look at the vanish-
ing facade of the cathedral, the gold of its mosaics gleaming
a little in the street's dim light, gave one last glance at Nico-
lette, and paced contentedly down our little lane. The pansy-
garden was a velvet blot in its shadow, scarcely a fragrance
now; but it was nice to feel it was there, as we climbed up-
ward to our door, our frescoed ceilings, and our Italian beds.
Iris in a nice faded way bloomed on those ceilings, a breeze
from the mountains was blowing our curtains, more and
glittering stars had come out ... and a strange but real
silence lay without, on the old roofs.
This was the quietest room we had had in all Italy.